DIJATH   AND  TO-MORROW
I said I came from Paris. Tluit interested him; which was natural
enough. He asked me many c|uestious, and 1 spoke of the Germans
and told him of the Linglish plum* writing snwkr letters in the sky
above the Champs Hlysees. It was on I'Yiday, the day before we left
Paris. It was after lunch. Nona and I were', walking up the avenue
and everybody was gazing sky ward, necks craned, happy, triumphant
smiles on all faces; and the policemen looked up too and laughed,
but a German officer, who was walking in the same direction as us,
looked rigidly ahead. I looked up. An linglish plane, was writing
the word Conjiance in the sky. The nun in Notre Dame, had been
right. That sign in the sky had belonged, loo, to the rising tide of
my light-headedness. It was only after the letters had begun to
fade and join the white clouds that, the Luftwiijfc went up. It made a
lot of noise; that was all it made. The soldier was thrilled. He
lamented the mentality of the people in the unoccupied /one.
"There's hardly a Frenchman left," he said, "a real iTc.nchman."
I leaned a little forward as I said that there were hut two IVenchmen
left, General de Gaulle and Admiral Muselicr. I Ic agreed with me,
Then he asked if I intended to get to HnglaiuL I lis cjiiestion reminded
me of the several warnings I had about utjcnts provocateurs. So 1
cautiously said I didn't know. "I want to go," the soldier said,
"And I'll get there. The first step is Casablanca." "Why Casa-
blanca?" "There you can always find a ship for Lisbon and if one
only had the money one could bribe the seamen to slop at Gibraltar."
He gave me a sidelong glance and I thought he would ask for money.
"An old soldier never stops lighting. He goes on. I'm going on to
Blighty."
The three wounded were getting fighting drunk. They had a loud
row and the red of the bar was too pervasive: it was surrounding me
too close, and a sudden deep desire caught me to go and leave the
place behind and to be with Nona, I wished I'd stayed with her.
I said good-bye and got up and wished I could take a jump and be
in our hotel. As 1 went out the soldier left as well; he walked
beside me and went on talking of Blighty. But I had had enough
of him and of the talk about Blighty, and since he was talking and
keeping beside me I said good-night to him and turned into the
pub that was nearest, which meant, in Marseilles, that the pub was
just at my elbow. That seemed the simplest way of getting rid of
him. In the pub I ordered a whisky-and-soda and drank it,
impatiently waiting for a few minutes to elapse before 1 hurried
to Nona. The door opened and the soldier came in. His mouth,
his'eyes, his ears, too, were all smiles.
"Excuse me for following you in here, sir," he said*   "But you